Thereon did she look haughty and sweet:
*I have not vet, war-wean* king,
Been spoken of with anv man;
Yet now I choose, for these four feet
Ran through the foam, and ran to this
That I might have your son to kiss/
'Were there no better than ray son
That you through all that foam should run?*
*I loved no man, though kings besought,
Until the Danaan poets brought
Rhyme that rhymed upon Qisin's name,
And now I am dizzy with the thought
Of all that wisdom and the fame
Of battles broken by his hands,
Of stories builded by his words
That are like coloured Asian birds
At evening in their rainless lands/
O Patrick, by your brazen bell,
There was no limb of mine but fell
Into a desperate guiph of love!
'You only will I wed/ I cried,
*And I will make a thousand songs,
And set your name all names above.
And captives bound with leathern thongs
Shall kneel and praise you, one by one,
At evening in rny western dun/
*O Oisin9 mount by me and ride
To shores by the wash of the tremulous tide.
Where men have heaped no burial-mounds,
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